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Ghazel.  [190]

The woild-adorners in the world know naught of what adornments be;
Those fish that swim the seas around know naught of that which is the sea.

0  zealot, prate not to the tavein-haunters of the pains of hell;

For children of the hour are those, from all the morrow's troubles free.

If lovers looked upon their scars what time the sunset's blood is spilt,
No mote within the solar beams, no moon in heaven would they see.

About their bow6d form*, they sling the cords befashioned of their tears;
The arrows of their will they shoot, but know not whence the bow may be.

Khayd.li, they whose naked frames in weeds of poveity are wrapped
Do boast themselves thereof, nor reck of satin or of broidery.

1   shall  close the selections from Khayali's Dfwan with a
curious  and very original ghazel; it is a little fable, a kind
of poem rare at this period, and which, when it does occur,
is usually found in mesnevi form.

Ghazel.   [191]

Once unto the world-illuming Sun the Moon in heaven did say,

CO thou beauty, radiance-visaged, charmer high of fair array,

"Tis thy beakci's dregs that scatter foison over land and sea,

cWhelmed are all earth's myriad atoms in the lustre of thy ray;

'Through thy self the verdant garden finds its glory and its grace,

'By the brilliance 01 thy judgment heaven and earth are lumined aye.

'What the sin whereof I'm guilty, what my evil in thy sight,

cThat whene'er I look upon thee, thou dost turn thy face away?

'That whene'er I show to thee my body bended as the bow

'Far thou flicst to the apsis of disdain and there dost stay?'

When these words the Moon had spoken reached unto the shining Sun,

Thus the answer came, 'O mirror of the forms of man and fay,

'Whensoever thou art beholden in the fulness, of thy grace

'Doth the eye of earth still witness how vainglory is thy way.

'If I saw thee meek and lowly, pale of visage and demure,